Wheels and Butterflies

The sedentary soul
In toil of measurement
Beyond eagle or mole,
Beyond hearing or seeing,
Or Archimedes' guess,
To raise into being
That loveliness ?

A strange, unserviceable thing,

A fragile, exquisite, pale shell,

That the vast troubled waters bring

To the loud sands before day has broken.

The storm arose and suddenly fell

Amid the dark before day had broken.

What death ?    What discipline ?

What bonds no man could unbind,

Being imagined within

The labyrinth of the mind,

What pursuing or fleeing,

What wounds, what bloody press

Dragged into being

This loveliness ?

[When the curtain is drawn the Musicians take
their place against the walL One sees a led
with curtains : the man lying on the hed is
Cuchulain ; the part is taken+ however, by a
different actor, who has a mask similar to that
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